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Miller's Mixfornins at Bart holomem- 
Fair. 


Tune of, Maids a Waſhing. 


Ill the Miller, both bzisk and rare, 
Kode up to London upon his Mare, 
n be had lined his Bꝛeeches with Riches; 
| for ſeeing of Bartlemew Fair: 
ſooner was come to the Town, 
walking then the Fair up and den | | 
k Laſs he hapn'd to meet, | 
om he did pzoffer to give a Treat. 


it fir ſhe was nice and coy, 

ald him he was ſome Millers boy ; 

no, J am not, my Boney, here's Monp, 

J will ſpend freely on ther my j.y; 
A 2 Pig 


D 45 | 
plz J will give to my Dear, 
Belides a Flaggon ok Ale and Beer, 

And ſomething elſe which Þ now habe in aye, 
Then pꝛithee now wyat canſt thou wich koz time 


Then at length ſhe did give conſent, 
Ur toa Mulick⸗Booth then they went, 
where they were merry, with laughing c qual 
Til'Srvente:n Shillings the Miller ſpent: 
Foz they bzought um in Bottles of Wine, 
UU'th other delicate Dainries une: 
Pig Mils was jolly, and freely did call, 
Thought che Mr. Novice ſhall pap ko all. 


They continued there a ſpace, 
Mpherees this Jwel he did embyace, 


and pzals'd her Brautp, replying and trying 
I would we had now a moze pzivate plate; 
Then thep ſho w' d him a moze pzivate room, 
Where he received a diſmal doom, 
Which pzeſently after unto him bekel, 
Ft is a moſt ſozrowful tale to tell. 


All day long ſhe with him did tay, 
At night ſhe cunningly got away, 

She having finger'd his treaſure ko; pleaſureg 
De ad a large reckoning there to pay: 


* 


"yn 


(5) 
las all his money was gone, 
he gieved and thus took on, 
ok all comkozt clearly berekt, 
r not penny of money lefr, 


i never behold her moe, 
ere pooꝛ fclio's ſo lerv'd bekoze? 
pill pꝛobe a Millers undoing and rulne, 
g thirty two thillings upon the coe: 
the Dꝛawer, and tyts you ſhall pay, 
t we let you go hence away, 

In did he gh ano make pittikul moan, 

1 J had carry d wich nip Wife Joan: 

| 


to pay ft was all his care, 
h d he had not come to the Fafr, - 
t ſtill the Dꝛawer c pd, pay ne my money, 
math ie was 'ozcet ro ſell his Mare: 
to LVndou the P:[ler oid ride, 
Mils it ſees yas [bud his pyide, 
laving ondon he now was put ro'r, 
3! {02 io trabel it home on koot. 


My Gs 
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The fierce Duel between the Miller 
his Wife Joan, for the loſs of his 
Mare and Money. 


Tune (f, Ladies of London. 


LIT awhile, and J now will declare, 
What hapn'o to him in concluſion, 
When ye return'd to [weer Joan from the kale 

there was a moſt hozrid confutton : 
Foz when bis Wife indeed he did lee, 
the Filler he burſt out a crying, | 
Where is pour Mare and your Monep, lald ſhe 
come tell ine wit, out any lying. 


O bald the Miller, my Mare the feſt lame 
beloze J arrived at London, 
Therefoze pou'l find I am not to blame, 
although J am ruin d and undone: 
Liſten «while and J will declare, 
the lo row which highly does grieve me. 
A Farriers Med' cine did mu tier my Yare A 
beet Wite J would bake 1 vou believe ne 


T 


(* 


vis is a ſine koꝛmal Type, che reply Nen 
which you have now newly invented, 
here was a thzee-Legg'd Stool by her ſide, 
and ſtraight at his Moddle We ſent it: 
that ſhe bzoke the Millers poo) Head. 
the blood in abundance did trickle  - +: 
nd without Supper ſhe. ſent bim to bed, 
in this molt ſad ſozrawful pickle. 


Nod the nert mozning when he did ariſe; 
bis Joan ſhe did rattle libe thunder. 
Al ich did pooz William rhe Miller ſurpuze, 
to think of the griek he lay under: 
There wag no way that he could get free; 
his Wife ſhe did ſtrive to dut- bꝛave him , 


mhere is pour your Money vou Raltal? ſays ch 1 {1 
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and then a ſtout bang Jone ſhe gave him. 


Then the pa) Miller began koz to roze, 
when finding his Joanny fo cruel, 

But the belabeured his Certaſs the moze, 
be ne'r befo:e telt ſach a Duel: 

$02 hy this means he had the moze hurt, 
while ſhe did boch hectaz and vapour; 

pe was ſtark naked it ſeems to his Shfre, 
therefoze he could no ways eſcape her. 


4 4 
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he verß kain would have pud on his cloathy, 7 
but that che did lufily maul him, 
As he c£y®d out the redoubled her blows, 
and pirtiful Raſcal did tall him: 
Thus did he feel the rage of his Wife, 
wha now was bis abſolute Walter, 
He never-was ſo thzaſht in his Life, 
- this was a molt wockul diſaſter, 


Then ſþe began fo2 to reap up each Crime, 

like wile with a Uengante ſhe thunder d; 
Sltrah, you know this is not the firſt time * 

that you habe done fo by a hundzed: 

ridge and Kate, with Margery ſtill, 
na? Prudence and pit ty fac's Nancy, 
hen ere they hapnꝰd ro tome to the Mill 
vou d be at the ſpot which you fancy. 


(ke as at London vou thought to do ſo, 
but there you were wozthily ficted, 
bis is the wap that pour money did go, 
therefoze vou are not to be pitty'd : 
very blow ſhe made it cry twang, 
the Miller by raving andrearing, 
hen did the give him another our bang, 
A ap now take this fo; afairing. 


Never 


699 my 


er was Man in fo ſtrange a ſurpyſze, 
Joan the was abſolute cruel, = 3 
gin abundance did flow from bis Epcs, 
zyer che maſntaſnted the Duel: 
ar the length he ſai, my ſweet Joan, 
roch X cannot diſcommend thee, - 
Wit thou wilt now but pitty my moan, 
never no more will offend thee, - 


will buy me a Holy-day Gown, 
dow d to be good foz the furure ; * 

here the Cudgel A nqw wlll lay down, 
that he did ſtesight way ſalute her x 
dear Wife, to thet I will give 


Non, with all other Apparel, 
rin be loving as long as Jlive, 
gere was an end of the Quarrel. 


The Damoſels moan for the loſs of her M: Mai 
Head. | 


"Fins is, Caper and jerk ſt. 


N Dw ſweet John my Fathers Man, 
| with me J hope your'l Wed; 
Becaule that J, moſt willingly 
gave yy my Maiden Mead: 
Pou laid that J ſhould be your Bzide, 


becauſe J was ſo kind; 
If once I ſaid ſo, yet gow it is no, 
and am of another mind, 


Why ſure you will not ſerve me ſo, 
| and leave me in diſtreſg; 
Ak that my Mother this chould know. 
he would be pittylels: 
Pou laid that J ſhould be your Wife, 
which made me pꝛove fo kind; 
What tho? I did then, | rell you agen, 
I'm now, oc, 


x rey 050 8 - 
nokten bab n me ts the fault; eee 
nd gave me Cakes and Ale, 
prot 02 charges ou would ſpare, 
in oꝛder co 

d ſaid you loved none like me, 


that J ſbauld always nd; 


| nm tho? Idid then, I tell you agen, a "239? 


m now of another mind. 


wokten in my Fathers Barn, 
7 pꝛay did we Embyace ? - 
jen as you ſap you did diſcern, 
ſweet Features in my Fate, 
ſaid yowd never marry none 
hut J, who had been kind ; 
hat tho? I did then, 1 tell you agen, 


I'm now, Et. al = pony 


hen firſt you into lobe did fall; 
vu ſhow d me Silver ſloꝛe, 
dſaſd J ſhould be Dame ok all, 
lad you full ten times moze: | 
dſaid we ſhoulde're it were long, 
in marriage ſtare be joyn*d o 
hat e're | ſaid vhen, I tell you agen, 


m now, t. 
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uy Johnny * d'ye light me fo ? 
alas! what ſhall A do? ; 

O do not pzobe my oberchzow, 
who has been kind to vou: > 

Remember now your Solemn Now, 
which caus'd me to be kind; 

] now muſt away, no longer i'le ſtay, 
for now, t. 


Tho? ſhe in ſoꝛrow made her moan, 
the very truth to tell, 

He left her ſighing all alone, 
and took his laſt farcwel : 

pou Damſels ren, truſt nat oung men. 
fo2 if you pꝛove too kind, 

For tho” they have ſaid, they?l marry the maid, 
they*! quickly change their 82 


* 
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The Thread · bare hu; Or, The pretendec 

Knight Corquer'd by the Farmer, when he 

fought for his true Love Suſan, 
Tune i is, Cannons Roar. 


8 Uſan a peomans Daughter faſr, 
Who was her Fathers only Heir, 

No Malden co ld wich her compare, 

in all the Town koz Beauip ; 


farmers Son endu d 


- 


bow'd he'd be at her command, 
and counted it his Duty. 


felt the ſmart of Cupids Wart, 
Wo that he lov'd with all bis hearr, 
Und vow d from her he'd never parts. 
till Death alone ſhou'd ſever ; 
tlength-rhe Damlel ſeem'd to pield, 
nbd unto him her mind reveal d. 
din a Kiſs the Bargainſeal'd, 
to live in Love fo? ever. 


KW Thiead-hare Squire lived near, 

Abo lov'd this Youtyful Pamſel dear, 
nd when he did theſe Tydings hear, 
the ſame he could not leber; 

al he, this Raſcal i le out habe, 

#01 this ſweet Girl he ſhall not habe, 
e is too ſweer for ſuch a Slave, 

a Farmer ſhall nor have her. 


Upon a day with much delight, 

be coming to this Beauty buights 
nd ſaid he was a wozthy | 
ſuppoſing this word Tharm her; 

and Robin being there, behold, 
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97, Fx... js m 
And ee £ N. 
Pot Fx whe woꝛthy Sit, to bold . 
a Candle to a Farmer. 


Nihat is the reaſon, then ſaid he 3 
That J muſt be abus d by thee, 
Am J not one of High Degree, 
whom many does admire? 
J keep my Geldings, Hawks and Hotitids, 
And have both Guinnys, Crowns and 
But Robin knits his Bzows, and Crowns, 
and laid thou art 8 Eyars 


The Squire then was in a Ragt, | | * 
That nothing could his dalzach allwage, . 
Till he with Robin did ingage, 

to dꝛaw he was pꝛoteeding; 
But Robin he was not akraid, 
But took in hand his Flapl, and play“ d 
And ſoon he biobe his Pate, and ſald, 
Sir, how d ye like my Bꝛteding? 


de laid it on, and would not lin, 

s if he had a Thzeching been, 

True blows upon rhe Squires Skin, 
was never laid ſeverer ; 

be Squire ſald, dear friend, J pray, 
| por lg Cruel now this day, 


Due but leave to Ride away, £4 #7 


art not worthy of a Wife, 
wou d occaſion (o much ſtrike, 
thou pere wilt beg thy Life; 
l not be too Cruel; 
n my knees my life Jtrabe, 
Robin thou the ſame ſhalt have, 
then his hand to him he gave, 
g ended all the Duel. 


— 
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Wierry Wedding between Rolin the Far- 
mer, and his Sweet Suſan. | 


Tune is, Two Englich Travellers. 


w, now when the Duel was over and pak, | 
The Farmer enjoyed his true Love atlaſt; 4 
they koz a Wedding did likewiſe pzovide, 
vice ſhe appear'd a moſt beautiful Bide. 


Fathers and Mothers were pleaſed to ſee, 
t ſhe ſhould be Marrx'd to no one but he; 
lat he did bzavely the Squire defear, 
therefoze his joos they would fully compleat. 


The 


And likewiſe the — ar 
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WithBugck & Bancing/while peer 


That Day was . a Hoble great Feat, | 
Fo? all he and none al 1 
2 Pig, Goolk, and Corn, any other rich d 

Jt were no Treat matter if wt had ſome he 


The —.— e 
DOs that there wag kew to their Lodging 
Exch Fight ect ſober, there being ſuch fto 
This Wedding did laſt fox a Foztnight andy 


| Thu after this time was erpir'd e and bolt, 

| r frienvs were fox taking their leaves at i 
leaving the happy young 2 they alte 

Tpi es en — 
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